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EMBERS OF THE YEAR

4 Thanksgiving Reverie
By W. E. PAROR

Up in the North the snowflakes are
beginning to fly, for the embers of the

r are here and dear old Mother Earth

gins to feel that another cycle of Time
is beginning to round up the rolling
year, i

It is the time for the firelight and
the fancies that float in the crimson
vapor out from the old-fashioned fire-
place. You recall it, dear reader, do youn
not? The old farm house with its low
rooms and dim ' windows through which
sunlight and moonlight sent weird shad-
ows on floor and ‘wall and ceiling?

Outside, the cold wind and the colder
snow. Inside, the generous warmth, the
flickering flame, the low, sweet voices,
the happy, smiling faces—that were and
are not,

“Annourl:oed by all the trumpets of the

8

Arrives g;)e snow, and, drifting o'er the
fields

Seems nowhere to alight; the whited air

Hides and woods, the river and the
heavens

And vcail!:i the farmhouse at the garden’s
end.

The sled and traveler stopped, the cour-
ier’s feet

Delayed, all friends shut out, the house-
mates sit

Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of snow.”

So wrote Emerson, cosily ensconsced
in his Concord home.” Had he lived in
Florida, he could npt have so written,
nor could Longfellow, from whose pen
fell this sentence: “How beautiful it
was, falling so silently, all day long,
all night long, on the mountains, on the
meadows, on the roofs of the living, on
the graves of the dead.” AT T

We of the North, living now in the
sunny South are often surfeited with
the summer warmth of its winter sea-
son and long for the tonic of the frosty
air, that braces up and invigowptes the
human frame. But, looking about our
environments we see the roses blooming
as though it were June instead of No-
vember; we scent the perfume of orange

‘blossoms and Cape Jasamines and Chi-

nest honeysuckles; we listen, not to
wonder what the wild winds are whis-

ring, but to the melody of the mock-
ing bird, the chatter of the hluefay.
the coing murmur of the doves, the la
lap of the woodpecker, the whirr of the
partridge, the chatter of the crow; we
wateh the moonlight send the outline of
stately pines and gnarled oaks and twist-
ed cypress on the limpid waters of lake,
bay and river; deep, deep down into their
very hearts,

And then? While we may miss the
mighty mountains, or wide-spreading
lains, or darkened woodlands of the

st and the West, there rise in our

!v hearts, songs of thankfulness that kind

Nature has prepared ‘a rest and nepen-
the for hearts wearied of the world;
songs that

“Have power to quiet
The restless pulse of care,
And come like the benediction
That follows after prayer,” -

The embers of the year. Suggestive
of so many things that touch our hu-
manity. As we sit, with long silences
bétween our talk, watching the red flame
of the pine log leap “K the chimney, our
reveries are sweet or bitter as our lives
have made them. There are words re-
membered, 'perchance, that should have
gone long ago into the limbo of the for-
here are echoes of songs that
can never more be sung by the lips that
sang them In the Long Ago; there is
a fancy that eyes, whose lovelight illu-

the pathway of youth or earlier
iz ml ahi{w ouy as though the

the room in which we are sitting—alas!
a fancy only; we seem to see the outline
of the 1 gentle hand that once
rested so contentedly in our own, while
the dear head nestled close to a bosom

{mluting with the wine of love flowing
hrough our veins,
All these, to our present sorrow.

“And the stately ships go on
To the haven under the hill,
But, oh! for the touch of a vanished hand
And l::he sound of a voice that is
still,”

How many of our readers are there to
whom such memories come when the
embers of the year are upon them; one
more of those years, following years
that, in the words of Pope °

“Steal something every day
Then steal us from ourselves away t”

But let us be thankful that our fan-
cies of the firelight are not wholly of
shadows or grey in color. There flash out
rosy rays, full of the brightness of re-
membered joys that dot the roadside as
wild roses border country lanes. Then it
is we think of dear Ike Marvel who, a
half century ago delighted the youth
and the maid, ay! the man grown and
the matron, wit{ his Dream Life and
Reveries of a Bachelor, that are to-day
a8 fascinating as when they first ap-

ared within the green cover pages of

utnam’s Magazine, “Over a Wood Fire.”
Do you recall the reverie? In the realm
of sentiment these two books are classics
and to-day Donald G, Mitchell must feel
a sense of satisfaction over success such
as few writers feel, who in this day write
mainly for money's sake.

I am reminded of it by seeing in
Adam’s Magazine for September, the
whole chapter published, The copyright
having expired it is, of course, open to
all to print when and where they will;
but it is an act of clear injustice to so
filch such treasures of sentiment.

There was, first—Smoke, signifying
doubt; then Blaze—signifying cheer;
then Ashes—signifying desolation. On
these three strings of human thought
his facile fingers fell with loving ten-
derness, yielding notes that were jubi-
lant with joy, until the blaze died out
into the requiem of sorrow.

Then the rosy embers changed to a
dull grey as the darkness deepened, show-
ing more clearly in the dim lamplight.
So they are embers other than those of
the year. Embers of Hope and Happi-
ness, of Love and Life—grief and glad-
ness—until the vital spark expires,

But—does it expire, or only change
its prison to a palace, in that unknown
country to which all who are human are
bound? On Thanksgiving Day, all over
this broad land there will bhe sermons
preached in praise of prosperity and
present happiness. But there will be
many to whom prosperity and happiness
have not come and they will sigh for the

ace that passeth understanding and
me solace of silence that comes when lips
close to open no more in speech,

When the sun shines, there are always
shadows, somewhere; so, when the fire-
liglt glows, they fall as well on vacant
chairs and darkened corners. The em-
bers are crimson for awhile and then,
grey ashes remain,

My reverie is ended.

The employes of the L. & N. are loud
in their praises of the liberal treatment
of the company during the quarantine.
Not only were "those who had to stay
outside thafl city boar(ll)t;d free by th:
company, and eve ssible arrangemen
mnd‘;afgr their cgn‘;gl:t, bu:: those whose

depends upon the mileage run re-
cpc?i)\"od pey forpothe eighteen miles be-
tween the relay camp and Pensacola, Is
it any wonder that the boys swear by
the “old man,” as Superintendent Salt
Marsh is affectionately termed?—The
Breeze (DeFuniak.)

The city will soon be overrun with
men from the northward hunting a job.
It is a mistake for a white man to think
he can come down here and do common
negro labor, keep a family and run an
automobile on the proceeds.—Orlando
Reporter.
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You’ll Want More

Made Daily
Gandy

Sent by Mail o Lo Ca 011. VeI' -‘f
Consolidated Grocery Co.

SUCCESSORS TO

C. B. Rogers Company, Florida Grocery Company, Florida Naval Stores

and Con(:tgr?ission omga;,ny, Mutual Naval Stores Cox’npany of Jacksonville,

Gulf Naval Stores Company of Pensacola, West Coast Naval Stores Compa-
ny of Savannah, Ga.

Will handle everything In Heavy and Light Grocerles, Grain, Provisions, Domes-
tic and Imported Groceries, Turpentine Tools, Etc.

Shipments to all points that can be reached the cheapest for the customer
through the branch stores the Company, and prompt attention to all orders
through the main office and branches.

Main Offios and Warshouses: Jacksonville. Branches: Tampa, Pensacola and Savannah, Ga.
In every town in Florida

AG BNTS WANTED to sell

MONUMENTS, HEADSTONES AND IRON FENGES
Write for 306 Main St.
Terms The Geo- w- CIark Co- Jacksonville, Florida
8 3

1 case of sickness

- Seeba’s White Label Whisky

Is the the thing to have handy

Jacksonville,
Florida

If in good health
Barbarosa Beer " theawe
Will keep you just so
Complete Hne of Liguors, JAGKSONVILLE,
win, soor na cigars - W F. SEEBA T
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“Chadwick Pays the Freight”

By giving this discount from plain figure

cash prices to all purchasers who have

|

goods shipped to them in Florida .

B. H. Chadwick Furniture. Co.

JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA
Come and see llnAM--\Vc issue no Catalogues.

Per Cont Discsunt

J.oseph Lapf & Co.

Sole Distributors of the Colebrated

Anheuser-Busch Beers

KING OF ALL

Also Wholesale Wines, Liquors, Mineral Waters, ete.

IF YOU WANT PURE AND RELIABLE GOODS, IF YOU WANT
EVERY RESPECT, CALL ON US THE BEST W




